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that anyone from the public could write to such a saintly per-
son. In England, I found that Dadabhai came in contact with all
students.  He  was their  leader   and  attended  their gatherings.
Ever since, I have seen his life flowing in the same rhythm till
the end-  I was in South Africa for twenty years, and exchanged
hundreds  of letters  with   Dadabhai during  the period.    I was
astonished   at the regularity with  which his replies came. My
letters used to be typed, but I do not remember any typed reply
from him.  The replies were all in his own hand, and moreover,
as I came to know subsequently, he would himself make copies
of his letters on a tissue-paper book.   I could find that most of
my letters were replied to by the return of post. Whenever I met
him I tasted nothing but love and sweetness.   Dadabhai would
talk  to   me   exactly  like   a  father to a son, and I have heard
from  others that their  experience was the same as mine. The
thought  uppermost 'in  his  mind  all  the time was how India
could rise and   attain her freedom. My first acquaintance with
the extent of Indian poverty was through Dadabhai's book1; I
learnt from that book itself that about three crores of men in
our country are half-starved.   Today this number has increased.
His simplicity was without limit.   It so happened that someone
criticized him in 1908.   I found it extremely intolerable and yet
I was unable to prove that it was wrong. I was troubled by many
doubts.   I thought that it was sinful to entertain doubts about a
great patriot like Dadabhai;  Therefore I sought an appointment
and went to see him with the consent of the critic* That was the
first time I Went to his private office.  It was made up of a very
small room with only two chairs.  I entered. He asked me to sit
in a vacant chair but I went and sat near his feet. He saw dis-
tress on my face and questioned me, asking me to speak out what-
ever weighed on my mind.   With great hesitation I reported to
him the criticisms of his detractors and said, "I was troubled
by doubts on hearing these things and, because I Worship you,
I consider it a sin to keep them back." Smilingly, he asked me,
"What reply do I give you?  Do you believe this thing?5'   His
manner, his tone and the pain that was so apparent in his words,
were enough for me.   I said, "I do not now want to hear any-
thing more.  I have no trace of a doubt left in me."   Even then
he told me many things relating to this matter, which it is not
necessary to recapitulate here.   After this event I realized that
Dadabhai was an Indian living in the simple style of a fakir, A
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